TheTragedie of Titus aAndronkus. 


oc a3 the Barke that hath difcharg'd his fraught, 
Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence at firrt fhc wcgih'd her Anchorage : 
Commeth Andronicus bound with La wrell bowes, 
To refalutc his Country with his teares, 
Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 

lomainesjof Hue and twenty Valiant Sonne*, 

4alfc of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poore temaincs aliue and dead ! 

Thefe that Suruine^et Rome reward with Loue : 

Thefe that I bring vnto their latcft home, 

With buriall amongft their Aunccftors. 

Heerc Gothes haue giuen me lcaue to (heath my Sword: 

Tttus vnkinde,and carelcfle of thine ownc, 

Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sonncs vnburied yet, 

To houer on the dreadfull fhore of Stix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethcren. 


They open the Tombe. 
There greete in filencc as the dead are wont, 
And fleepe in peace,flaine in your Countries warrcs : 
O facrcd receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of vcrcue and Noblitic, 
How many Sonnes of mine haft thouin (lore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more ? 

Luc. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ot the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbcs,and on a pile 
Ad wanusfratrumfocri&cc his flefh : 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones* 
That fo the fhadowes be not vnappeas'd, 
Nor vyc difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I <*iue him you.the Nobleft that Suruiucs, 
Thceldelfsonofthisdiftrcffcd Qnccne. 

jprn. Sray Romaine Brethercn, gracious Conqueror, 
Vi&orious Ttfa^rue the teares I ftied, 
A Mothers teares in paflion for her fon^c : 
And if thy Sonnes were euer dcere to thee, 
Oh thinke my tonnes to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not,that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoakc, 
But muft my Sonncs be flaughtrcd in the ftrectes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufc ? 
O ! If to fight for King and Common-wealc, 
Were piety in thine, ic is in thefe : 
Andronicus <\i\ne not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the naturcof the Gods ? 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull. 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities cuie badge, 
Thrice Noble Titus fyzvc my firft borne ibnne. 

Tit. Patient your felfe Madam,and pardon me, 
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Brethcren flaine, 
Religioufly they askc a facrificc : 
To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 
Tappcafc their groaning ftiadowcs that are gone. 

Luc. Away withhim, and make afire ftraight, 
And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbcs till they be clcane confuted. 

Exit Sonnes with AUrbus* 
Tam. Ocruell irreligious piety* 
Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbareus i 
Bern. OppofcmeScythia to ambitious Rome, 


Alar bus goes to rcft.andw c faruiue, 
To tremble vnder Titus threatning lookes, 
Then Madam ftand refolu'd,but hope wnhaij 
The felfe fame Gods that arm'd the Queene of T 
With opportunitie of (harpe reuenge l ^ 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent , 
May fauotir Tamoraxhe Queene ofGothes 
( When Gothes were Gothc$,andT*»wa W as q 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foe?. x5 Cn ^ 

Enter tbt Sonnes of Andronicus again?. 

Luci. Sec Lord and Father,how we haue performs 
Our Romaine vighicsjAlarbus limbs are lope, * 
And intrals fcedethc lacrififing fire, 
Whole fmoke like incenfc doth perfume the skie 
Rcmaineth nought but to interrc our Brethren 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Roiie. 

Tit. Let it be fo,and let Andronicus 
Make this his la-teft farewell to their foules* 

FloHnJhi 

Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Tomh 
In peace and Honour reft you hecre my Sonncs 
Romes readied Champions,rcpoffcyou hecre in reft 
Secure from worldly chauncesand mifhaps : 
i Hcerc lurks no Treafon,hccre no enuie fwels, 
Heere grow ho damned grudges, hcerc arc no (formes 
No noyie,but filencc aadEternall fleepe, 
In peace and Honour reft you heerc my Sonncs, 

Enter Lau'snia. 

Laui. In peace and Honour,linc Lord Turn long, 
My Noble Lord and Father,liuc inFamej 
Loe at this Tombe my tributarie teares, 
I render lor my Breihcrens Obfequies: 
And at thy feete I kneele,with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 
O bleffc me hcerc with thy vid^orious hand, 
Whole Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau'd. 

77. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus louingly refcru'd 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Latum* liue,out-liue thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall date for vercues praife. 

Marc. Longliue Lord Tittss, my beloued brother, 
Gracious Triumphcr in the eyes of Rome* 

Tit. Thankes GentleTribune, 
Noble brother Marcus. 

Alar. And welcome' Nephews from fuccefful! wars 
You that furuiuc and you that fleepe in Fame s 
Faire Lords your Fortunes arc all alike in all, 
That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath afpir'd to Happincs, 
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed* 
Titus -^w^r^/rw^ihcpcopleofRomc, 
Whole friend in lufticetbou haftcuerbenc, 
Send thee by me their Tribune snd their truft, 
This Palliament of white and ipotleffe Hue, 
And name thee in FJe&ion for the Empire, 
With thefe our Jstc deceafed Emperours Sonncs : 
Be Candidatus then.and put i^on, 
And helpe to fet a head on headeffe Rome. 

Tit. A better head her Glorious body firs, 
Then his thac (hakes fet age and fccblenefle: 






I | I | I | I | I | I j I | I | I | I | I | I I 

68 88 98 98 W 98 28 18 08 U 9L LL U QZ. U U ZL U 0L 69 89 Z9 99 99 W 


I'll' 1 1 'pin MM ' J 1 P 

E9 39 L9 09 69 9Q AS 9S 9S W 89 2S LG OS 


The Tragedie of Titus qJ ndronicus. 


^J^hmildld'on this Robe and trouble you, 
Re chofen with proclamations to day, 
Tomorrow yecld vp rule, refignc my lift, 
a d ftt abroad new bufineffe for you all. • 
Rme I haue bene thy Souldicr forty yearn, 
A°d led my Countries flrcngth fucceffcfully, 
K nd buried one and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Knichtcd in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 

■ Sbt and Seruicc of their Noble Countric : 
Giucmc aftaffc of Honour for mine age, 
But not a Scepter to controu 1c the world^ 
y ri oht he held it Lords,that held it laft. 
Mar. Titus thou (halt obtaine and aske the Emperie. 
Sat. Proud and ambi nous Tribune can'ft thou teil ? 
Titus- Patience Prince Saturmmu, 
S^t. Romainesdomcright. 
patricians draw your Swords ,andfheath them not 
X\\\Saturninm be Romes Emnerour : 
Jdromcus would thou wert (hipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

Ittc. Proud Saturnine, interrupcer of the good 
Jhat Noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 

T# m Content thee PrinceJ will rcftore to tliee 
The peoples harts,and wcane them from themfelucs. * 

tyafs. Androhtcus.l do not flatter thee 
gut Honour thee,and will doe till I die : 
My Faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 
I will moft thankefull be,and thankes to men 
OfNoble mindes,is Honourable Meede. 

7it t People of Rome,and Noble Tribune s hcerc, 
Iaskeyourvoyces and your Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andronicus > 
AndGratu!atc his fafc returns to Rome, 
The people will accept whom headnfiits. 

Tit. Tribunes I thankcyou,andthisfureImakc, 
That you Create your Emperours cldeft fonne, 
Lord Saturnine ,whofe Vertues will 1 hope, 
Rcfleft on Rome as Ty tans Rayes on earth, 
And ripen Iufticc in this Common-weale : 
Then if you will eleft by my aduife, 
Crownehim, and fay: Longliue ourEmperour. 

Mar. An. With Voyces and applaufe of cucry fort, 
Patricians and P^cbeans we Create 
Lord Saturnwus Romes Great Emperoun 
And fay> Long line our Emperour Saturnine. 

A long Tlourifo till they come downe. 
Satu. Titus Andronicus ,for thy Fauours done, 
To vs in our Ele&ion this day, 
I giue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy gentlcncffi : 
AndforanOnfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy Name,and Honorable Familie, 
Lanmia will I make my Empreffe, 
Rome sRoyall Miftris,Miftns ofmy hart 
And in the Sacred Pathan her cfpoufe : 
Tell me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee e 

Tit. It doth ray worthy Lord,and in this match, 
Ihold roc Highly Honoured ofyourGrace, 
And hecre in fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 
King and Commander of our Common-Wcalc, 
The Wide*WorWs Emperour,do I Confccratc, 
My Sword, my Chariot,and niy Prifonerss, 
Prefcnts well Worthy Romes Jmperiall Lord : 
Recciue them then,the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfrgnes humbled at my feete. 


Satu. Thankes Noble Titus Father of my life, 
How proud I am of thce,and of thy gifts 
Rome (hall rtcord,and when I do forgefc 
The leaft of thefc VnfpcakablcDcfcrts, 
Romans forget yout Fealtic to me d 

Tit. Now Madam arc your prifoner to an Emperour* 
To him that for you honour and your State, 
Will vfcyou Nobly and your followers. 

Satu. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofc, were I to choofc a new : 
Clecrc vp Fairc Queene that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 
Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
T hou com'll not to be made a fcorn£ in Rome : 
Princely fhall be thy vfagc euery way. 
Rett on my word,and let not difcontenc 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam he comforts you, 
Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes ? 
Lafiinia you are not difpleafd with this ? 

Lau. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitic, 
Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefic. 

Sat , Thankes fweete L^/»/Vr } Romans let vs goe: 
Ranfomlefle heerc wc fet our Prifoners free, 
Prochime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Bafs. Lord Tittss by your lcauc^this Maid is mine. 
Tit. How fir i Are you in earncft then my Lord ? 
Bafs. I Noble 7/rw,and refolu'd witball, 
To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Afarc. Suumcuiqmwj% our Romaneluftice, 
This Prince in Iudiccceaxeth but his ownc. 
Luc. And that he will and fhallj if Lucius liue. 
Tit. Traytors auant,wherc is the Emperours Guardc? 
Treaibnmy Lord y L*uinia is furpril'd. 
Sat. Surprifd, by whom > 
Bafs. By him that inftlymay 
Beaie his BctrothM/rom all the world away. 

Mutt. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away> 
And with my S word He keepe this dootc fafe. 

Tit . Follow my Lord,and He foonc bring her backc* 
Afut. My Lordyou pafie not heerc. 
Tit. What villaineBoy^bar'ftmcmy way in Rome? 
Mut. Helpe Lucius helpe. He hils him. 

Luc. My Lord you arc vniuft,and more then \o % 
In wrongfull quarrell,you haue flame your Ion. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonncs of mint-, 
My fonnes would ncucr fo difhonour me. 
Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc. Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That isanothers lawfull promift Loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour roith T amor a and her two 
fonnes, and Aaron the Moore. 
Empe. No 7Vr«*,no,the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her,nor thec,norany of thy ftockc: 
He truft by Leifure him that mocks me once. 
Thee neuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty fonncs^ 
Confederates all,thus to difhonour me. 
Was none in Rome to make a ftalc 
But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus 
Agree thefe Deeds,with that proud braggc of thine, 
That faid'fl ,1 beg'd the Empire at thy hand?! 

Tit. O monftrous,what reproachfull wordis arc thefe ? 

Sat. But goe thy waycs,goc giue that changing pcccc, 
To him that flouriffu for her with his Sword ; 
A Vallianc fonne in-law thou (halt enioy * 
Onc,fr: to bandy with thy lawlefic Sonncs, 
^^-> To/ 


